Chapter 1

I n the corner of a first-class smoking carriage, Mr. Jus-
tice Wargrave, lately retired from the bench, puffed
at a cigar and ran an interested eye through the political
news in the Times.

He laid the paper down and glanced out of the window.
They were running now through Somerset. He glanced at
his watch — another two hours to go.

He went over in his mind all that had appeared in
the papers about Soldier Island. There had been its origi-
nal purchase by an American millionaire who was crazy
about yachting — and an account of the luxurious mod-
ern house he had built on this little island off the Devon
coast. The unfortunate fact that the new third wife of
the American millionaire was a bad sailor had led to the
subsequent putting up of the house and island for sale.
Various glowing advertisements of it had appeared in the
papers. Then came the first bald statement that it had
been bought — by a Mr. Owen. After that the rumours
of the gossip writers had started. Soldier Island had re-
ally been bought by Miss Gabrielle Turl, the Hollywood
film star! She wanted to spend some months there free
from all publicity! Busy Bee had hinted delicately that
it was to be an abode for Royalty??! Mr. Merryweather
had had it whispered to him that it had been bought for a
honeymoon — Young Lord L... had surrendered to Cupid
at last! Jones knew for a fact that it had been purchased

4



maBsa 1

BBaI‘OHe IIepBOr0 KJIacca [JIA KYPAIIUX CyAbd YOp-
rpeiiB — HeJAaBHO B OTCTABKE — CHUIEJI B YIOTHOM
YTOJIKE U, IOIBIXUBAs CUTapoil, C UHTEPECOM IIPOoCMAaTpPHU-
BaJI moJiuTUuecKue HoBocTHu B «Taitimc».

OTJI0KUB raseTy, OH IIOCMOTPeJ B OKHO. [loesn mien ue-
pes Comepcer. Cyaba B3rJIAHYJ Ha Yachkl — eIlle ABa daca
B JJOpOTeE.

On mepebpajyl B yMe Bce, UTO B IIOCJIeHEEe BPeMd IIO-
ABJIAJOCH B raserax o HerpursaHckom octpoBe. CHauasa
KPOIIIEYHBIN OCTPOBOK B MMape MUJIb OT obepekbsa [[eBoHa
mpurobpest OAUH aMePUKAHCKUN MUJIJINOHED, IOMEIIIaHHbIH
Ha AXTaX, U IOCTPOMJ Ha HEM POCKOIIHBIN JOM CO BCEMU
coBpeMeHHBIMU yrob6cTtBamu. K HecuacTbio, 0Ka3ajioch, 4TO
€ro HOBafd, TPEThA IO CUETY, CYIPYyra He BEBIHOCUT KAUYKH,
¥ IOM BMeCTe C OCTPOBOM BHICTABUJIN HA MPOAAKY. ['aseTsl
3aIecTpes i MHOTOYUCIEHHBIMU IIBETUCTHIMU O0bSIBIEHN-
AMHU. 3aTeM MOCJIe0BaJI0 CKYIIoe COODIIeHne O MOKYIIKe
noma HekuM Muctepom OysHom. U TyT raseTHble mHCaKu
MYyCTUJINCH BO Bee TaAKKUe. Ha camom nese Herpurauckui
OCTpPOB KyImja He KTO WMHas, Kak Mucc 'abpusus Tepi,
ToJITUBYICKaA KuHO3Be3ma. OHa codupasach IPOBECTH TaM
HECKOJIBKO MeCAIEB BIAIU OT JIOACKUX Iias. «TpynoBas
myesiay NEeJIMKATHO HaMeKaja, YTO OCTPOBY IIPENCTOAIO
cTaTh OOUTEJNbIO UWeHa KOopoJieBcKoii cembu?! Mucrepy
Meppuyasepy HIemHyIu, YTO TAM HaMepeH IPOBECTU CBO
MeJOBBIN MecAI MOJoAou jopxa JI., HAKOHEI[-TO CpaKeH-
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Arara Kpuctun

by the Admiralty with a view to carrying out some very
hush hush experiments!

Definitely, Soldier Island was news!

From his pocket Mr. Justice Wargrave drew out a let-
ter. The handwriting was practically illegible but words
here and there stood out with unexpected clarity. Dearest
Lawrence... such years since I heard anything of you...
must come to Soldier Island... the most enchanting place...
so much to talk over... old days... communion with Na-
ture... bask in sunshine... 12:40 from Paddington... meet
you at Oakbridge... and his correspondent signed herself
with a flourish his ever Constance Culmington.

Mr. Justice Wargrave cast back in his mind to remem-
ber when exactly he had last seen Lady Constance Culm-
ington. It must be seven — no, eight years ago. She had
then been going to Italy to bask in the sun and be at one
with Nature and the contadini. Later, he had heard, she
had proceeded to Syria where she proposed to bask in yet
stronger sun and live at one with Nature and the bedouin.

Constance Culmington, he reflected to himself, was
exactly the sort of woman who would buy an island and
surround herself with mystery! Nodding his head in gen-
tle approval of his logic, Mr. Justice Wargrave allowed
his head to nod...

He slept...

Vera Claythorne, in a third-class carriage with five
other travellers in it, leaned her head back and shut her
eyes. How hot it was travelling by train today! It would be
nice to get to the sea! Really a great piece of luck getting
this job. When you wanted a holiday post it nearly always
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Hecatb Herputar. And Then There Were None

vl cTpesnoit Kynumona. A [»kKoHacy OBLJIO JOCTOBEPHO
M3BECTHO, UTO OCTPOB IIPHOOpeTeH AIMUPAITeICTBOM C Iie-
JIBIO IIPOBEIeHU S Ha HeM KaKHUX-TO HeBEPOATHO CEKPETHBIX
UCIBITAHUI.

HerpuraHcKuii ocTpoB OIIpeieIEHHO CTaJI CEHCAIUe.

Cynbs YoprpeiiB n3BjeK 13 KapMaHa mucbmo. ITouepk
OBLTT IPaKTUYECKN HEUUTAEMBbIil, OMHAKO OTAEJbHBIE CJIO-
Ba BBICTyHAJIMW U3 OOIeil TeKCTOBOUM BA3U YAMBUTEIHHO
sicHO. «[loporoii JIoypeHc... CKOJIBKO JIeT A HuUero o Tebe
He 3HAW... [OJIKEH IpuexaTh Ha HerpuTaHCKU#i oCTPOB...
caMoe ouapoBaTeJibHOE MECTO B MUPE... 0 HEM CTOJIBbKO T'OBO-
PAT... IPEXKHNE BPpeMeHa... efUHeHNe ¢ IPUPOIOI... O/ImiKe
K COJHIY... B 12.40 ¢ Bok3asa [lagaiuHIrTOH... BCTPETHUMCS
B OykOpumxe...» VI moAmmnch ¢ 3aMbICTIOBATHIMU 3aBUTYIII-
rkamu: «Koucranmua KaaMuHITOH» .

Cynbs YoprpeiB 3agyMaJicsa, BCIIOMUHAaA, KOTAA Ke OH
Buzesa Koucraunmuio Kanmuurron B mocaeguuii pas. Jler,
HaBepHOEe, CeMb... HET, BOCEMb JIeT Ha3akd, TOUHO. [loMHUT-
cs, OHa elrle codupasiachk B MTanuio, K TaMOIITHEMY COJIHILY,
npupoze u KoHTaguuu. [1os3:Ke, OH CJBIIIAN, OHA Iepedbpa-
nack B Cupuio, rfje COJIHIIe TAJUT HEYMOJIUMO, & KPyroM
MYCTHIHSA U OeYUHEI.

Koncrannua KaamuurToH, mogymas oH mpo cebsi, KaK
pas Ta ocoba, KOTOPOI CTAHETCS KYIUTb OCTPOB U OKPY-
JKUTH ero TtaiiHoi! MepHO IOKauuBas T'OJOBOM, CJIOBHO
0I00pAS XOJ CBOMX MBICJIEH, CYyAbsa ¥YOPTperB 3aKJeBas
HOCOM...

U yeuya.

Bepa KieifiTopH B Kylle BaroHa TpeTbero KJjacca, I'e
el coCTaBIANN KOMIIAHUIO €Ille IATEPO MacCa’KMPOB, OT-
KHUHYyJIaCh HA COMHKY M 3aKpbLIa raasa. [[o yero ke KapKo
ceronuda B moesze! VI kak xopoiro 6yZeT oOKasaTbCsa y MO-
pa! Het, ¢ aroit paGoToii eii onpexaesienHo moBesso. Korga
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Arara Kpuctun

meant looking after a swarm of children — secretarial
holiday posts were much more difficult to get. Even the
agency hadn’t held out much hope.

And then the letter had come.

“I have received your name from the Skilled Women’s
Agency together with their recommendation. I under-
stand they know you personally. I shall be glad to pay
you the salary you ask and shall expect you to take up
your duties on August 8th. The train is the 12:40 from
Paddington and you will be met at Oakbridge station.
I enclose five pound notes for expenses.

Yours truly,
Una Nancy Owen.

And at the top was the stamped address Soldier Island.
Sticklehaven. Devon...

Soldier Island! Why, there had been nothing else in the
papers lately! All sorts of hints and interesting rumours.
Though probably that was mostly untrue. But the house
had certainly been built by a millionaire and was said to
be absolutely the last word in luxury.

Vera Claythorne, tired by a recent strenuous term at
school, thought to herself — “Being a games mistress in
a third-class school isn’t much of a catch... If only I could
get a job at some decent school.”

And then, with a cold feeling round her heart, she
thought: “But I’m lucky to have even this. After all, peo-
ple don’t like a Coroner’s Inquest, even if the Coroner did
acquit me of all blame!”



Hecatb Herputar. And Then There Were None

HIeIb JIETHIOK MOAPabOTKY y MOps, Hem30erKHO Ipej-
JIaraloT MeCTa I'yBePHAHTOK C ILeJILIMM BLIBOLKAMU pebsi-
TUIIIEK, CeKpeTapCcKue »Ke BaKaHCUU IIONAaAaioTCa KpaiiHe
penko. B arenrcrBe, KyZa oHa o0OpaTmjach, €e C CaMOTO
Hauaja He 00HaLe KUJIN.

A moToM BAPYT MPUIILIO 9TO IHUCHMO...

CBeqeHUA 0 Bac BMeCTe C PeKOMEHAAIUAMY 5 TTOJTYyUUJIa
u3 ATeHTCTBa II0 HAaMMy KBaJIUPUIIMPOBAHHOTO KEHCKOTO
nepcoHana. HacKoJbKO A IOHAJNA, OHU 3HAIOT BAC JIMYHO.
Paga opemyio:xuth BaM paboTy 3a Te JeHbI'M, KOTOPHIE BhI
IIPOCUTE, W OYKUAAI0, UTO BBl IPUCTYIIUTE K BLIIOJIHEHUIO
cBouX oOsI3aHHOCTEl BOChMOTO aBrycra. Iloesn yxomuT
c ITagnunarrona B 12.40, Ha ctannuu OyKOPUIK Bac BCTpe-
Tar. Ha pacxomsl mpujiarai naTh KYIOp 00 OfHOMY GYHTY
CTePJIMHTOB.

Bama

Amnna Haucu Oysu

N mremnens c¢ axpecom cBepxy: «Herpurdaackuii
octpoB, CTUKIX3BH, [[eBOH» ...

Herpursauckuit octpos! B raserax B mociegHee BpeMs
TOJIBKO O HEM U muInyT. U Bce CIyXW ¥ JOMBICJIHL... Hu
cJI0Ba IpaBAbl, cKopee Bcero. OmHAKO IOM, IpUYEM PO-
CKOIIIHBIM, HA CAMOM JieJie BHICTPOUJI MUJIJIIMOHED.

Bepa KneiiTopH, yToMeHHas IOCJAETHNM, CAMBIM Ts-
JKeJIBIM ITKOJBHBIM CeMecTpoM, moaymaia: «JoaKHOCTH
yUUTeIbHUIBI (GUBKYJILTYPHI B TPETHEPaspPSAIHOM IITKOJIe
IJI IeBOUYeK He 60or BecTh Kakas yaaua. Ecau 6bI MHe II0-
BE3JI0 JOOBITH MECTO IIONMPUJINYHEE... »

W TyT ke c 3aX0JOHYBIIINM CEPAIleM moayMaJia: «Xopo-
1110, UTO XOTs OBbI TyIa B3/IU. ¥ IOMUHAHNE O KOPOHEPCKOM
paccienoBaHuM JIUYHOE JeJI0 He YKpalllaeT, IyCTh C MeHsd
U CHAJIN BCe OOBUHEHUA!»



Arara Kpuctun

He had even complimented her on her presence of mind
and courage, she remembered. For an inquest it couldn’t
have gone better. And Mrs. Hamilton had been kindness
itself to her — only Hugo — (but she wouldn’t think of
Hugo!)

Suddenly, in spite of the heat in the carriage she shiv-
ered and wished she wasn’t going to the sea. A picture
rose clearly before her mind. Cyril’s head, bobbing up and
down, swimming to the rock... Up and down — up and
down... And herself, swimming in easy practised strokes
after him — cleaving her way through the water but
knowing, only too surely, that she wouldn’t be in time...

The sea — its deep warm blue mornings spent lying out
on the sands — Hugo — Hugo who had said he loved her...

She must not think of Hugo...

She opened her eyes and frowned across at the man
opposite her. A tall man with a brown face, light eyes set
rather close together and an arrogant almost cruel mouth.

She thought to herself:
“I bet he’s been to some interesting parts of the world
and seen some interesting things...”

Philip Lombard, summing up the girl opposite in a
mere flash of his quick moving eyes thought to himself:
“Quite attractive — a bit schoolmistressy perhaps...”

A cool customer, he should imagine — and one who
could hold her own — in love or war. He’d rather like to
take her on...

He frowned. No, cut out all that kind of stuff.
This was business. He’d got to keep his mind on the
job.
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ITomHUTCS, TOrKa OHA ellle Io3ApaBuIa ceds ¢ TeM, UTO
eif He UBMEHMJIN TBEPJOCTDb 1 IPUCYTCTBUE AyXa. [[losHaHMe
MIPOIILIO KaK Henb3dA Jydirne. VI muccuc XsMHUJITOH ObLIa
c Hell cama NOOpOTa... TOJIBKO XBIOT0.. HEe HAJO ceiuac
nymaTb 0 Xbioro!

Bapyr, HecMOTps Ha [yXOTy B BaroHe, OHa MIOYYBCTBO-
Baja, 4TO 3s0HET, 1 Jarke IIOJKAJesia, YTO eleT K MOPIO.
Ilepen ee BHYyTPEHHUM B30POM BCTaJIa OTYETIUBAA KAPTUH-
ka. Cupuya HeceT Ha CKaJIbl, €T0 I'0JI0Ba IOKAUYMBAETCA Ha
BOJIHAX, TOYHO OVil... BBepX-BHU3, BBEePX-BHUS... ¥ OHA ca-
Ma, YBEPEeHHBIMU IrpedKaMu pacceKasl BOJIHBI, ILJIBIBET 3a
HUM, TOYHO 3HAs, UTO He yCIIeeT, HA dTOT pa3 He yCIIeeT...

Mope... ero remnas rayboxkas CUHEBa... yTpa, IpPOBe-
IeHHbIe Ha TJIAAKOM IIeCOUKe... XbIOTO... XbIOT'0, KOTOPHIH
TBEPAUJI €#, UTO JIIOOUT...

He mago nymarts o Xsioro...

OTKpBIB IJIa3a, OHA HAXMYPUJIACh, IVIAASA Ha MYKUU-
HY HanpoTuB. Bricoxkuii, 3aropeiblii, cBeTJible, HEMHOT'O
CJIMIITKOM OJIM3KO IOCAXKEHHbIE IJIa3a XM BHICOKOMEPHEI,
Iasxke YKEeCTOKUH POT.

Omna moxymaJia:

«Bor y:K KTO HaBepHAKA r'Jle TOJHKO He II00BIBAJ U Yero
TOJIBKO HEe IOBUAA...»

@ununn Jlombapa, OKMHYB HEBYIIKY HAIIPOTUB OBI-
CTPBIM B3TJIAAOM, cKasay cebe: «Hwuuero, cumnaruunas;
HEMHOTO IIOX0XKa Ha YUYUTEJIbHUILY, IIPaBAa».

K Tomy ke XJIafHOKDPOBHA M CBOETrO He YIYCTUT, HU
B JI100BU, HU HA BoiiHe. C TAKOH CTOMJIO ObI II0O3HAKOMUTLCS
moGJImKe...

Tyt on maxmypuicsa. Her, aTo Hafgo BEIGPOCUTH U3 T'O-
aoBel. OH efeT Tynga IO Aeny. 3HAYUT, AyMaTh CJELYeT
TOJILKO O paboTe.
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What exactly was up, he wondered? That little Jew
had been damned mysterious.
“Take it or leave it, Captain Lombard.”

He had said thoughtfully: “A hundred guineas, eh?”

He had said it in a casual way as though a hundred
guineas was nothing to him. A hundred guineas when he
was literally down to his last square meal! He had fancied,
though, that the little Jew had not been deceived — that
was the damnable part about Jews, you couldn’t deceive
them about money — they knew!

He had said in the same casual tone:

“And you can’t give me any further information?”

Mr. Isaac Morris had shaken his little bald head very
positively.

“No, Captain Lombard, the matter rests there. It is
understood by my client that your reputation is that of
a good man in a tight place. I am empowered to hand you
one hundred guineas in return for which you will travel
to Sticklehaven, Devon. The nearest station is Oakbridge,
you will be met there and motored to Sticklehaven where
a motor launch will convey you to Soldier Island. There
you will hold yourself at the disposal of my client.”

Lombard had said abruptly: “For how long?”

“Not longer than a week at most.”

Fingering his small moustache, Captain Lombard said:

“You understand I can’t undertake anything — ille-
gal?”

He had darted a very sharp glance at the other as he
had spoken. There had been a very faint smile on the thick
Semitic lips of Mr. Morris as he answered gravely:
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WHTepecHO, UTO TaM y HUX Bce-Taku 3aTeBaercsa? Tor
KOPOTHIIIIKA-eBpeii HUUero eMy TOJKOM He O0'bsICHUJI.

— BbI gosKHBI 100 COTJIACUTHCHA, JIU00 OTKA3aThCH,
KamuTtaH Jlombapa.

— Cro ruHeii, ropopure? — 3aJyMUYHBO [IEPECIIPO-
CUJI OH.

IIposByuaso aTo HEOPEKHO, TaK, CIOBHO AJIA HETO COT-
Hell ruHel 60JIbIlle, COTHEIl MeHbIlle — 0CO00T0 3HAUEHI S
He nMmeeT. CTo rmHEN AJiA YeJIOBeKAa, KOTOPOMY ViKe IpPU-
JUYHBIN ob6eq KynuTh He Ha uTo! OgHAaKO eBpeii, moxoiKe,
He 0OMaHyJICS ero TOHOM — UX He IIPOBeellb, 9TUX eBpe-
€B, OHU BCerja HaCKBO3b BUIAT YeJIOBeKa U ero KapMaH...

U Tak ;xe HeOPEIKHO OH CIIPOCHUJI:

— 3HAUUT, HUKAKON JOMOJHUTEJIbHON MHMOPMAIIUN
BBl MHe He magute?

Mucrep Mcaak Moppuc perrnTeabHO ITOKauaa MaJeHb-
KOM ILJIEITHNBOM I'OJIOBOI:

— Her, kanurau Jlom6apz, 3To Bce, YTO MHE IIO3BOJIEHO
BaM coo0IuTh. MoeMy KJIMEHTY CTaJIO U3BECTHO, UTO Y Bac
penyTanusa HaJe;KHOT0 UeJIOBeKa, YMEIOIIero qeficTBoBaTh
B PUCKOBaHHBIX 00CTOATENbCTBaX. I YIOJIHOMOUYEH BDPY-
YUTh BaM CTO I'MHeH, B 00MEeH Ha KOTOPbIe BBI JOJIXKHEI OY-
nere moexaTh B CTUKJIX3BH, uTo B [leBoHe. Bumxkaiinas
JKeJiesHonoporkHasA crannuda — OyKOPUIK; TaM Bac BCTpe-
TAT U JOBE3YT B aBTOMOOUJIE 10 Gepera, OTKY/Ja B MOTOPHOIM
JoakKe mepenpaBAT Ha Herpurauckuit octpoB. CTynue Ha
ero Geper, BbI OKaKeTeCh B PaCIOPAKeHUN MOeTo KJINeHTa.

— Hagmoaro? — oTpeIBUCTO cOopocus Puanni.

— Her, camoe GoibIllee, Ha HeLelio.

ITornaskmBas ycwl, Kanutad Jlombap ckasas:

— BbI Begp moHuMaeTe, UTO s He MOTy OpaThCcd 3a...
IPOTHBO3aKOHHEIE geja?

C sTMMU cJI0BaMU OH METHYJI Ha cobeceJHUKA OCTPHIi
Barian. ToacTeie cemuTcKue ry6sl Mmucrepa Moppuca 4yTh
3aMeTHO M30THYJUCH B YJILIOKE, KOT[a OH Cepbe3HO OTBe-
THJ:
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“If anything illegal is proposed, you will, of course,
be at perfect liberty to withdraw.”

Damn the smooth little brute, he had smiled! It was as
though he knew very well that in Lombard’s past actions
legality had not always been a sine qua non...

Lombard’s own lips parted in a grin.

By Jove, he’d sailed pretty near the wind once or twice!
But he’d always got away with it! There wasn’t much he
drew the line at really...

No, there wasn’t much he’d draw the line at. He fan-
cied that he was going to enjoy himself at Soldier Island...

'}

In a non-smoking carriage Miss Emily Brent sat very
upright as was her custom. She was sixty-five and she did
not approve of lounging. Her father, a Colonel of the old
school, had been particular about deportment. The present
generation was shamelessly lax — in their carriage, and
in every other way...

Enveloped in an aura of righteousness and unyield-
ing principles, Miss Brent sat in her crowded third-class
carriage and triumphed over its discomfort and its heat.
Every one made such a fuss over things nowadays! They
wanted injections before they had teeth pulled — they
took drugs if they couldn’t sleep — they wanted easy
chairs and cushions and the girls allowed their figures
to slop about anyhow and lay about half naked on the
beaches in summer.

Miss Brent’s lips set closely. She would like to make
an example of certain people.
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— Ecuau chesmanHOe BaM IIPEIJIOKEHNe OKaMKeTCs IIpo-
THBO3aKOHHELIM, BbI MMEETe IIOJHOE IPABO OTKA3aThCA OT
Hero.

YepT OB TOOPAJI 9TOTO MEJKOT0O HarJjella, eile 1 yJIbl-
6aerca! Kax 6yaTo 3HaeT, 4TO B IPOIIJIOM MBICIb O 3aKOH-
HOCTH HJIM HE3aKOHHOCTH TOI'0 MW WHOTO IIPEeAIPUITHAI
HUKOTIa He OocTaHaBJuBaJia Jlombapaa...

T'yObI KanuTaHa pasABUHYJINCHL B OTBETHOM yCMEIIIKE.

Ha, O6bLI0 mesio, pa3oK-APYyroil eMy AOBeJOCh 3a0paTh
oueHb KPyTO K BeTpy. Ho Bce Bcerga cxoamiao eMy ¢ pyk!
U BoOOIITE OH UeJTOBEK CBOOOMHBIX IIPUHITUIIOB...

Ila, Bor umenHo. W oH pemui, uro Ha Herpursauckom
OCTpOBe eMy Oy/eT BeceJio.

'}

B Barone mjsa HeKypAIUX BoOccemaia MUCC OMUIU
Bpenr, o cBoeMy BeergaineMy OObBIKHOBEHHIO, C IIPAMOIA,
KaK IIajJKa, CINHOM. B cBou IIecThbAeCAT IIATH OHA He 0J0-
Opsia Tex, KTO CUeJ Pa3BaJUBIINCL NIN OTKUHYBIINCE.
Ee oTerr, mTOJIKOBHUK cTapoii 3aKBaCKM’, OLLI 0COOEHHO IpHU-
oupuuB K ocaHke. He To uTo HbIHeIlIHee pacXJisgOaHHOe
IIOKOJIEHe — PAaCHyINeHHOCTh BUAHA y HUX U B MaHepe
Ieps:KaTh cebsi, 1 BO BCEM...

OxpysKeHHAas aypoil HemOTPeIInMOi JoOPOoAeTe N U He-
cru0aeMbIX IPUHIIUIIOB, MUCC BpeHT cuelia B IeperoHeH-
HOM BaroHe TpeThero Kjacca 1 TOP;KeCTBOBAJIA HAJZ Kapoit
u HeymoOcTBaMu. CKOJIBKO IITyMa MMOZHUMAIOT B HAIITK THU
oAU n3-3a cymux nyctaxkos! IIpuxomsar psaTs 3y0Obl, Tak
mofaBail UM YKOJI; He MOI'YT 3aCHYTh — IIBLIOT Ta0JIeTKH;
CHUIAT TOJIBKO B KPecJiax, Ia eIle ¢ HOAYIIKAMN; AeBYIIKHI
IMO3BOJISIIOT cebe IerosaTh 6e3 KOPCEeTOB, a YK Ha ILISKAX
¥ BOBCE UYThb HE T'OJILIIIIOM BAJISIOTCH...

Mucc Bpeur nomsxaiia ry6el. Bpaau ObI ayuiiie mpumMep
c Hee.
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